48                  '  THE WORLD
The juice oozes put and is collected in cups oi tin or clay. The next day the juice is heated and so hardened.
The life of the rubber collector is   a very hard one.    He lives alone, or with one  companion, in a rough hut made with pieces   of palm wood and roofed with leaves and fibres. When he finds the trees lie cuts paths from one to tlie other.    He begins his work at  four  in   the   morning. When he gets up he drinks a cup of coffee, shoulders his   rifle,   and,  taking   his small axe and some little tin cups, he starts out  on his morning round, visiting each tree in turn, making cuts in the bark, and fixing one of the cups underneath to catch the white    milk* After all his trees have been visited, he  returns   to his hut, cooks and eats his midday meal of dried meat and beans, and at once, if he is alone, starts out to collect the milk from each of the little cups.    Returning home,   ho lights the furnace in the rubber hut, the atmosphere of which, after five minutes, is stifling, pours the milk into a large pan, and  slowly heats it ;r when hot enough he smoke-dries  it
A  RUBBER TREE  BEING TAPPED.